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glasses, brandishing the carving-knife like a lance, and in the fire
of action came so near his messmate with it, that the latter was
in fright for his nose and ears.

It grew late, but no sleep came into the eyes of the Eitter ;
he seemed to be in his proper element, when he got to speak of
his Venetian campaigns. The vivacity of his narration increased
with every cup he emptied; and Franz was afraid that this would
prove the prologue to the melodrama, in which he himself was to
play the most interesting part. To learn whether it was meant
that he should lodge within the Castle, or without, he demanded
a bumper by way of good-night. Now, he thought, hi<5 host would
first force him to drink more wine, and if he refused, would,* under
pretext of a drinking quarrel, send him forth, according to the
custom of the house, with the usual viaticum. Contrary to his
expectation, the request was granted without remonstrance; the
Eitter instantly cut asunder the thread of his narrative, and said :
" Time will wait on no one; more of it tomorrow !"

"Pardon me, Herr Eitter," answered Franz, "tomorrow by
sunrise I must over hill and dale ; I am. travelling a far journey to
Brabant, and must not linger here. So let me take leave of you
tonight, that my departure may not disturb you in the morning."

" Do your pleasure,'7 said the Eitter; " but depart from this
you shall not, till I am out of the feathers, to refresh you with a
bit of bread, and a toothful of Dantzig, then attend you to the
door, and dismiss you according to the fashion of the house."

Franz needed no interpretation of these words. Willingly
as he would have excused his host this last civility, attendance
to the door, the latter seemed determined to abate no whit of
the established ritual. He ordered his servants to undress the
stranger, and put him in the guest's-becl; where Franz, once
settled on elastic swan's down, felt himself extremely snug, and
enjoyed delicious rest; so that ere he fell asleep, he owned to
himself that, for such royal treatment, a moderate bastinado was
not too dear a price. Soon pleasant dreams came hovering round
his fancy. He found his charming Meta in a rosy grove, where
she was walking with her mother, plucking flowers. Instantly he
hid himself behind a thick-leaved hedge, that the rigorous duenna
might not see him. Again his imagination placed him in the
alley, and by his looking-glass he saw the snow-white hand of
the maiden busied with her flowers ; soon he was sitting with her
on the grass, and longing to declare his heartfelt love to her, and